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Preface

 

I have here used the Australian Grass Tree as background for these 'Pause a Minute' thoughts. There are so many growing on "Tarkarendi", especially in inaccessible places. Each season I watch them and am fascinated by them and the life lessons they can be seen to exemplify.

They certainly do not rush in their growing. They have great resilience in their own environment, in good seasons or in bad.

When fire attacks, they erupt into furious fireworks - a veritable kaleidoscope of sparks - as the flame catches the long, cylindrical leaves.

But when the fire passes, leaving blackened trunks, they recover - in the Spring, again sending up the tight cluster of spikes, which as Summer unfolds, separate, to form a perfect shimmering sphere, glowing in the Summer sun. Brushed by animals, buffeted by wind, the leaves return to their appointed place in the sphere.

In good times of your life, may you glow where you are; when storms of life attack, may you return to your 'place' and in the longevity of years, may you endure, scarred but upright, like the Grass Tree.

 







PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

I often hear a bird, commonly called the storm bird. His call fascinates me. He seems to be saying, "Come on, come on." Like a child calling urgently and persistently to his companions to come and play, to run free in delight and laughter, "Come on, come on."

Jesus calls, "Come on. Come on." Urgently, persistently He calls, anxious to take us in fun and joy. He knows the way for us to find happiness and full enjoyment. He IS the way. "Come with me," he says. "Let me lead you, be my playmate, my companion.  Play the game my way. I'll take you safely home to our father. He will welcome you and you will know love. There will be rejoicing because we have come. We'll all be happy together."

So, often we take our own way, though we don't really know how to play the game. We play it our own way, make our own rules, and we get lost and the game is not interesting, leads nowhere, isn't fun at all.

Sometimes we think nobody cares, nobody wants to share our life and we feel alone, unloved, unwanted.

But Jesus is always there calling, "Come on. Come on." It is never too late. He's always ready.

It's just up to us to answer his call.

"Come on."

 

 

 


2. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

I was in hospital and feeling very drained, with the pain accompanying surgery. One day my daughter arrived with nail clippers and oil to see me. She rubbed my legs, cut my toenails and massaged my feet gently with oil.  I soaked up the soothing treatment and was so relaxed by the time she finished I was almost purring. The touch of love.

Jesus touched people with love.

Think what it must have meant to the leper - an untouchable person, who most likely hadn't felt the touch of another human being for years - when Jesus touched him and healed him.

Think what it meant to the blind man when Jesus touched him and smoothed the spittle mud on his eyes.

Think what it must have been like when He took Jirus's little daughter by the hand, and said "Little maid, I say unto you, arise!" and the little dead girl was restored to her parents.

Jesus IS LOVE.

Touch someone with love today.

 







3. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

What variety of designs there are in Christmas cards! Many show three figures in long flowing robes, sometimes wearing crowns, sometimes riding camels, but always carrying gifts. The Magi, or three wise men. Men from the East who set out on a long journey over several continents - on a quest - to bring specific gifts to a child who was to be born. They had no proof. They had prophecies and the results of their study; and this they put to use to find the child and present their gifts - gifts for specific purposes.

This Christmas follow the wise men. Set out in search of Jesus; to find and really know Him and present your gifts.

Don't say you haven't any. We all have gifts.

Find them and present them

And you'll be surprised what will happen.

 

 

 

4. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

An eminent artist stated he was an agnostic. One who believes God is unknowable. Yet, this man was obviously a gentle spiritual man, with a firm belief in a God who is the source of all life.  Creator. Great architect. Master painter of all beauty.

Is God unknowable?

Christians believe that at a particular time in history, God came to earth in the form of a human being. To live amongst us. To show us what God is like. To show us how to live with God and each other. And eventually to pay the price of death for our sins.

This was Jesus Christ. We believe, God in the flesh. God became for a space of time, for the twinkling of an eye - man.

When we look at Jesus, when we listen to Him, when we read what He did, we see and understand something of what God is like.

Do you believe this? Deep down?

Because this is what Christmas is all about.

 







5. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

Christmas is a time everyone observes - those who follow the Christian faith - those who give it lip service - those who are indifferent to religion - even those in countries of Hindu and Buddhist practice. It is big business in the commercial world. Yet, what is Christmas?

It is the celebration of the birth of a baby, who Christians believe was God in the flesh. Jesus. Mary's baby.

If that is true - God really came to earth as a human child - think what a risk He took. What if Mary had got tired of the constant demands of a little child and gone off to do her own thing? After all she was a teenager. What if Joseph had taken a fancy to another woman, perhaps nearer his own age? After all, this child wasn't his.

What if?

What if God needed a family, to come and live in and be cared for today?
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INCARNATION

 

The world was sad, fearful and sinful

And man saw no hope for himself

Man had conquered his fellow man

And burdened him under a lash

Power and might were all esteemed

And the place of Love was a void

 

But Love brooded over the fettered world

And longed to set man free

And gather him under his sheltering wings

As a mother bird shelters her young.

 

But wayward man again and again

Turned away in selfish pride

Ignoring the warnings of visionary men --

So Love became a little child.

 

 







7. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

If you had the most wonderful news to tell the world -- you had found a cure for cancer, you could fix the ozone layer--and if you had limitless resources, power, money- how would you do it?

Would you employ a great speaker?  Would you flash it around the world on radio or T.V.? Or use the best advertising company, the latest most super electronic technology?

When God had the news to tell, that He had come into the world as the baby Jesus Christ, He chose ordinary hard-working men. Shepherds.

And when 33 years later He had the news that Jesus had overcome death He chose ordinary hard working men and women -- fishermen, tax officials, house wives, mothers. Ordinary people like you and me.

Remember that this year as you think of Christmas.

TELL the NEWS! THE WORLD NEEDS TO KNOW.

CHRIST IS BORN.

 

 

8. PAUSE A MINUTE

 

 

At a certain time of year, spiders seem to appear from nowhere. A favourite place, easily overlooked is under the seats of my dining chairs. I become very conscious of the necessity to dust such places to eradicate danger.

New Year is a time when we need to take stock of our personal inner housekeeping - a time when we need to dust out, to wipe clean, the hidden parts so easily overlooked.

Have we allowed jealousy, greed, envy, hardness of heart, selfishness, to build up without being aware of it?

Have a good inner house clean. Get rid of the spiders and their webs.

Ask God's Holy Spirit to come in and fill your inner house with love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, gentleness - like a clean house filled with the perfume of beautiful flowers.

May the new year be a good, happy year for us all.
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